The Book is not the Word
Let us dance and clash And live through And win through Our innocent wishes.
Scorn the master nature
Smile the Sun and Moon
The stars must peep out
If the clouds block them
We shall hit them
Cob-web them
And blow them out
Till the Moon grows gibbous
And till the buried spring-time
Wakes up after a season of morning dew.
Stage director: See* how they sing.
Our King and Queen
I won't show you.
Mutthanathan you'll see for yourself.
See the scroll
It speaks to you. It breaks ice. "The Scroll": They've expelled me:
I am a real possession.
Only for a few;
You can't still forestall
And eliminate me
By reviewing me
As I hapeen;
For my inside is
A drop of tear
A forlorn drop that as a blot
May settle somewhere in some spot
And collect earth upon which
Determine it will
A pedestal for
My reader.
My devotee.
My Mey-p-Porul.
(The curtain rises.)
(Satpura a Saivite of North, seeking a repertory of solutions for life, on pilgrimage arrives down South and is now close to Tirukkovalur. He having heard of the King/fey-p-PoruJ, decides to meet him and to learn, to absorb the grammar, the pentagrammaton and/of the Agama.)